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Author's Notes: 
Another Helena fic, unrelated to "Your Dinner is Served". 


In case it's not clear, Sav and Joe are in an established relationship. 
Fully acknowledging this one's a bit ‘high level overview. 


M/M/F kinda thing. 


They got offers from artisans all the time, but Joe had decided this one was different. She called herself a 
silversmith - complete with a degree of some sort, however her skills extended to custom jewelry in precious 
metals like the aforementioned and platinum that almost seemed to be designed for their band's tastes. Sav 


would be suspicious, but Joe was ready to sign up for exclusive service... whatever that meant. 


The afternoon and evening had flown by. What Sav hadn't quite got was how they had gone from throwing 
innuendos in the pub, to groping in the car on the way home to Joe's on the outskirts of Dublin, to where he 


found himself casually leaning against the wall, and watching them bonk in the entry hall.. to sitting here, having 
a proper tea and biscuits as if it were three in the afternoon, not its polar opposite in AM/PM terms. He'd 
been present and accounted for, a witness, but it hadn't occurred to him to do anything but watch his partner 


ply his trade. His other trade. 


But being Joe wasn't twenty any more, or even forty, the warmth and slight jolt of caffeine as well as 
something to do like a civilized human being during the refractory period was a good thing. Never mind that 
they were all naked now. Sav was used to Joe going around in the buff in his own home, that was no shock 
Accounting for his own nudity was another mystery he would worry about solving another day. Helena, that 
was her name, being nude, though. There was no getting around the fact she was a woman - a different 
animal, that one. Not only her nipped-in waist and her breasts but her shorter, lighter build It had been a 
while. And.. Sav couldn't help it, it was a fact: the scent of her kept him from being totally at ease. While she 
kept her legs decently crossed or tucked under to the side, he wandered off into the realms of what she'd be 
like in the sack, all propriety cast aside. 


Meanwhile, she and Joe were talking shop again, sipping from their cups and gesturing, passing pieces of fine 
metal chain and her phone back and forth to look at sample photos, not the least bit disconcerted. It had to be 
because she was American, Sav decided, ignoring that he'd met plenty of uninhibited British women over the 
years. It was the disconnect. She was such a lady. Or not, unless one counted Lady Godiva. Maybe she was 
secretly a hippie. 


When he came back from his ruminations, Sav eased into the conversation. Joe threw him a look of gratitude. 
A closer perusal of the frontman revealed that Joe was a bit strained about the mouth, tense through the 


shoulders, hard in the.. 


Helena's eyes, dark green in the low lighting and amused, darted to Sav's. She stretched her arms overhead, 
yawned, and purred, "You feel like joining us, Sav? Joe told me earlier he's planning to live up to his reputation 


with his tongue, and | was wondering if you'd provide your services as... Oil" 


In the next second, Joe scooped her up and headed in the direction of his bedroom. Reputation with his tongue? 
That was new. Rarely had Sav heard ‘0i' in that imperative tone from a female, either, but decided he wouldn't 
mind what she apparently wanted, happy to give her something nice and solid to sit on while Joe turned her 


into a writhing, trembling heap of multiple-orgasmic mush. 


God the sounds! It wasn't the same as the slurping and smacking one tended to hear while getting blown. The 
series of licks, delicate little sucks from Joe's lips he assumed; he couldn't really see because her lips - not on 
her face - were in the way. He even held her hands while she was groundless, and braced her thighs wide 
when they tried to snap closed around Joe's thoroughly disheveled head. He was far from tired; that, Sav's 


balls could attest to as they received any stray and even some deliberate licks. 


He finally let go around dawn. His testicles rarely got so heavy and compacted over one session, and his whole 
body thanked him for the lightening of that load. Helena was in tears from exhaustion and over-stimulation but 
she held out her arms to Joe. Shrugging, he helped her disengage from a spent, afterglow-gobsmacked Sav and 


after receiving the proper assurances, got an enthusiastic leg over. It felt almost sacrilegious to Sav to fall 
asleep to that and their mingled moans and combined pheromones, but he did. 


"Just look at him." 

‘Sleeping Ike a baby.” 

"He's incredible, Joe.. thank you for sharing" 

"Didnt know if hed go for rt Despite our whatever-you-want-to-call it. he can be rather traditional" 
‘tm glad he's stil traditional enough to function with a woman" 


At that, Joe's distinct cackle rolled over Sav. "Function? You wouldn't believe how often he's said he misses it 
Hetero.. just the sex, though, not the rest. No offense." 


‘None taken Well, if he gets itchy for more." 

"Yeah, ‘elena, | got it" 

"Uh-huh Same apples to you" 

| might have to hold you to it" 

"San the contract and you can hold me to it all you lke." 


Sav had to roll onto his side so as not to betray himself with a huge grin. 


Fin. 


